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work-people - and their hours and lives, and what they will
stand and what they won't. It's all - beyond anything I know
about.3
He stood silent for a time. *
'Wages went down. Now - unemployment is growing and
growing.
' Nobody seems to know.9 It was like a sigh.
'Suppose they smash things up.5
Then in his catlike way he was gone, without a sound except
the soft click of the door.
Perplexed Philip!
Perplexing Philip!
She looked now at the window against which he had stood and
wondered how she might help him. He was the most difficult
and comprehensive problem she had ever faced. This social
struggle that it seemed hung over England had risen disregarded
while she had been giving herself wholly to love. She did not know
any of the details of the coal subsidies and coal compromises, that
had produced this present situation about which everybody was
growing anxious. It had all come on suddenly, so far as her know-
ledge went, in a year or so. And now here she was, useless to her
man. It was no good pestering him with ill-informed questions.
She would have to read, she would have to find out before she
approached him.
It was queerly characteristic of Philip that he had pounced
upon Mr. Sempack at the Fortescues' at Roqucbrune and brought
him over, without a word of explanation. She guessed Mr.
Sempack had talked about coal and labour at Roqucbrune.
Philip had something instinctive and inexplicable in his actions;
he seemed to do things without any formulated reason; he had felt
the need of talk as a dog will sometimes feel the need of grass and
fall upon it and devour it. But she reproached herself that lie
should have had to discover this need for himself.
Talk. That she reflected had been one of the great things that
had been missing in the opening months of married life. This
morning it was clearly apparent to her that so spacious and free a
life as hers and Philip's here in Casa Terragena had no right to
exist without a steady flow of lucid and thorough talking.
That was a final precision of something that had been evolving
itself in her mind since first she had been taken up into the beauty
and comfort of this Italian palace. From the outset there had been